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'I am surprised you did not bring a servant with you.'
'Had I known that the slight amount of valeting I re-
quire would have inconvenienced you, I would have done
so.3
'It won't inconvenience me, but you, for you will have
to wait.'
ll will wait. And one thing more I must have, and that
is a key to the door of my room. I have important papers
lying about.3
'Everything is safe in my house.5
CI am sure of it, but a letter is easily mislaid.5
He waited five minutes, then told the servant to see that
a lock was fitted to the door of my room.
There was a book at his bedside, and I asked him if I
might see what he read to send himself to sleep. He an-
swered politely, that he begged I would not look at it. I
stepped back from it promptly, saying with a smile that I
was sure it was a prayer-book, but that I would promise not
to tell any one.
cYou guessed rightly,' he said laughing.
I was much piqued. I had always been treated with the
greatest consideration. I returned to my room, and thought
it seriously over. My first idea was to leave at once, par-
ticularly when I thought of the wax candle I had seen on
his table, and the miserable tallow one which graced my
own, and though I only possessed fifty ducats in the world,
I was as proud as when I was rich. I rejected the idea of
leaving, however, as I did not want to put myself in the
wrong.
Next morning the servant brought me a cup of coffee,
ready poured out, and sweetened to his taste, or the taste
of the cook. I could not touch it, and told him with a laugh
—I had either to laugh or throw it in his face—that that
was not the way to serve it.
While he was dressing my hair, I asked him why he gave
me a tallow candle, instead of two wax ones.
*Sir,' he replied, CI could only give you what was given

